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back been very poorly; but of what use is it to complain ?
" Write often, for your letters always give great pleasure to,
" My dear, "Your most affectionate,
"And most humble servant,
"SAM. JOHNSON."]
Upon his arrival in London in May, he surprized me one morning with a visit at my lodging in Half-Moon-street, was quite satisfied with my explanation, and was in the kindest and most agreeable frame of mind. As he had objected to a part of one of his letters being published, I thought it right to take this opportunity of asking him explicitly whether it would be improper to publish his letters after his death. His answer was, " Nay, Sir, when I am dead, you may do as you will."
He talked in his usual style with a r6ugh contempt of popular liberty. "They make a rout about universal liberty, without considering that all that is to be valued, or indeed can be enjoyed by individuals, is private liberty. Political liberty is good only so far as it produces private liberty. Now, 'Sir, there is the liberty of the press, which you know is a constant topick.' Suppose you and I and two 'hundred more were restrained from printing our thoughts: what then ? What proportion would that restraint upon us bear to the private fiajpiness of the nation."                '                  '
This mode of representing the inconveniences "of